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CHAPTER I. 
THE STRANGER. 


Tue clear ring of an ax was echoing through the 
arches of a forest, three-quarters of a century ago; 
and an athletic man was swinging the instrument, 
bi its glittering blade deep in the heart of the 
mighty kings of the wood. 

Alfred Haverland was an American, who, a num- 
ber of years before, had emigrated from the more 
settled provinces in the Hast, to this then remote 
spot in western New York. Here, in the wilderness, 
he had reared a humble home, and, with 
his loving partner and a sister, laid the 
foundation for a settlement, True, this 
“settlement ’’ was still small, consisting 
only of the persons mentioned, and a 
beautiful blue-eyed maiden, their daugh- 
ter; but Haverland saw that the tide of 
emigration was rolling rapidly and sure- 
ly to the west, and, ere many years, that 

es and cities would take the place 
of the wild forest, while the Indians 
would be driven further on toward the 
setting sun. 

The woodman was a splendid specimen 
of ‘‘nature’s noblemen.” His heavy 
coat lay upon a log a short distance 
away, and his swelling, ponderous chest 
was covered only by a close-fitting un- 
der-garment, with the collar thrown 
open, showing the glowing neck and 
heaving breast. Substantial pants met 
the strong moccasins which incased_his 
feet. A small raccoon-skin cap rested on 
the back of hishead, exposing his fore- 
hi while his black hair swept around 
hi# dhoulders. His features were regu- 
lar, and strongly marked. The brow 
was rather heavy, the nose of the Ro- 
man cast, and the eyes of a glittering 
blackness. So he stood with one foot 
thrust forward; his muscles, moving 
and ridging as they were called into 
play: betrayed their formidable strength. 

ia the flashing ax sunk deeper and 
deeper into the oak’s red heart, until it 
hi one clean through and met the 
breach upon the opposite side. Then 
the grand old forest-king be;“in to tot- 
ter. Haverland stepped back and ran 
his eyes to the top, as he noticed it yield- 
ing. Slowly it leaned, increasing each 
second, until it rushed seemingly for- 
ward, and came down to the earth with 
a thundering crash and rebound. He 
stogd a moment, his hot breath issuing 
like “steam from his chest, and then 
moved forward toward its branches. 
At that instant his trained ear detected 
a suspicious sound, and dropping his 
ax, he caught up his rifle and stood on 
the defensive. 

“How de do? How de do? Ain’t 
oan ets I hope; it’s nobody but me. 
Seth Jones, from New Hampshire,” said 
the new-comer ina peculiar accent. As. 
the woodman looked up he saw a curi- 
ous specimen of the genus homo Defore 
him. He is what is termed a Yankee, 
being from New Hampshire; but he was 
such a person as is rarely met witb, and 
yet which is too often deseribéd ,nowa- 
days. He possessed a long, thin Ro- 
man nose, a small, twinkling eye, 
with a lithe, muscular frame. and long: 

limbs. His feet were ineased 





in well-fitting shoes, while the rest of his dress was 
such as was in vogue on the frontiers at the time of 
which we write. His voice was in that peculiar, un- 
certain state, which is sometimes seen when it is 
said to be “changing.” When excited, it made 
sounds singular and unimaginable. 

The woodman, with characteristic penetration, 
read the man before him at a glance, Changing 
his rifle to his left hand, he extended the other. 

“Certainly not, m. triend; but then, you know, 
these are times in which it behooves us all to use 
caution and prudence; and where one is placed in 
such a remote section as this it would be criminal to 
be careless, when more than one life is dependent 
upon me for support and protection.” 

“Very true, very true; you’re right there, Mr.—ah! 
I declare I don’t know your name,” 

“ Haverland.” 

“You're right, as I said, Mr. Have-your-land, or 
Haverland, as the case may be. I tell you these are 
was consid- 
eard the ring of an ax down 


dubious times—no On that, and 
erably s'prised when I 
in these parts,” 
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** And I was equally surprised to meet your visage 
when I looked up. Jones, I believe you said was 
your name?” 

“Exactly—Seth Jones, from New Hampshire. 
The Joneses are a numerous family up there— 
rather too many of them for comfort—so I mi- 
grated. Mought be acquainted, perhaps?” 

“No, Ihave no acquaintance to my knowledge in 
that section.” 

“Haven't, eh? Thought the Joneses were pretty 
generally known through the country. Some re- 
markable geniuses have sprung from the family. 
But what under the sun keeps you out in this neste 
en country? What brought you here?”’ 

_ “Enterprise, sir; I was tired of the civilized por- 
tion of our country, and when such“glorious ficlds 
were offered to the emigrant as are here spread be- 
fore him, I considered it a duty to avail myself of 
them, and I have done so. And now, sir, be equally 
frank with me, and let me know what induced you 


| to visit this perilous region when you had no reason 


to suppose that a settlement had yet been com- 
menced by the whites. You look to me as if you 
were an Indian-hunter or scout. 

“Wal, perhaps Iam. At any rate I 






have keen. I was a sccut among the 
Green Mountain Boys, uncer Cc cnel 
Allen, and stayed with them ti: the 
Revolution was finished. After t)-¢ I 
went down on the farm and wakda 
while with the old mau. Sc hiuy: oe- 





curred in our neighboi hoed that led me 
to think it was best for me-to leave: I 
won't say what it was, but Iwill say it 
was no crime I committed, Istopy-ed at 
the settlement down the river a tew 
days, and then come to the conchision 
to take a tramp in these parts.”” 

“T am very glad you have come, for 
it isn’t often we get sight of a white 
face. I hope you will take the welccme 
of a backwoodsman, and make your 
home with us as Jong a time as ycu can 
—remembering that the longer you stay 
the more welcome you will be.”* 

“T shall probably stay till you git tired 
of me, at cny rate,” laughed the eccen- 
tric Seth Jcnes. 

“* As you are from the East, probably 
ou can give information of the state of 
eeling among the Indians between that 

section and us. From your remarks, I 
should infer, however, that nothing very 
selious threatens,” : 

“Don’t know ‘bout that,” revised 
Seth, shakirg his head and looking to 
the ground. 

ss y SO, my friend?” 
you what, you, I heerd orful 
stories Jong the way. They say since 
this war, the darned red-coats have kept 
the Injins at work. Leasiways, it’s 
pretty sartin they are at work, anyhow.”” 

“Are you sure?” asked the wocdman, 
betraying an anxiety in his spcech. 

““Purty sure. There’s a little cettle- 
ment down here some miles, (I hive 
forgot the name,) sot cn by the imps 
and burned all up.” 

‘Is it possible? Reports have react e:l 
me during the past three or four m¢1ths 
of the deadly hostility existing Lotweca 
the whites aud reds, but I was gled {o 
doubt it. Although I sometimes {cit 2 
was wrong.” 

“““Twas so; and if you vally that ai’ 
wife of your bussum, and your liiffe 
cherubims, (as I allow you've got,) yout 
better be makin’ tracks for safer q: ar- 
ters. Why, how have you stoed it so 
long?” 

“My conduct toward the Indians l:as 
ever been characterized by honesty and 
good-will upon my pert, and they Fay 3 
ever ewinced a friendly feeling tow 
me and my helpless ones. I place rr 
reliance upon this state of feelin,— 
fact niy oniu reliance.”” 
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DARING DAVY, The Young Bear Killer: or, the Trail of the Border Wolf. 
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@tand back! or xo surely as there is a sky above us, I will send your soul unbidden, before the judgment bar. Stand back!” 
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No. 4.—“ROSEBUD ROB” NOVELS. 


CINNAMON CHIP, THE GIRL SPORT; or, The Golden Idol of Mt. Rosa. 


BY EDWARD L. WHEELER, 


Author of “Deadwood Dick” Novels, ‘Rosebud Rob” Novels, eta. @ete. 
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™4¢-@ ALONG, IF YOU WANr TO ARREST ME OR THIS GIRL—I AM ALL ON THE QUI VIVE TO SEE YOU DO IT!” CRIED ROSEBUD ROM 
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IF YOU CAN, SLOW-COACH”’ HE SHOUTED. 











Lance and Lasso: 
OR, 
THE CHILDREN OF THE OHAQO, 


A Tale of Four Boys’ Summer Vacation 
on the Pampas of Buenos Ayres, 
BY CAPT. FREDERICK WHITT. 


one “ yy 
AUTHOR OF ‘‘ THE WILD-HORSE HUNTERS, THE Si 
cat,” ‘‘ THE DUMB PAGE,” ETC., ETC. 





CHAPTER L 
THE FOUR COMRADES. 


Four lads, ranging from fourteen to seventees 
years of age, were sitting on their trunks in one of the 
dormitories of the ‘‘ Tusculum Military Academy,” 
discussing a grave project. 

“Now, fellows,” said Jack Curtis, the eldest but 
one, ‘you know to-morrow’s our last day in school. 
Two of us are going away for good and all from the 
old shebang, and won’t eat any more of old Wol- 
cott’s spider puddings. Now, why can’t you two 
other fellows get your folks to send you with us? 
It'll be prime fun, you bet! andif you must come 
back to school at the end of the holidays, at least 

ow’ll have a better time than you ever had before. 
Mamnelte father says he’d like to take the whole 
school with him. My father says J can go, andi 
guess we can get your folks to consent. What d'ye 
say?’ 

‘My father wouldn’t let me,” aente Louis Le- 
doux, the little black-eyed, curly - eaded Louist- 
anian. (The boys all called him “ Kitty,” from hig 
soft ways and delicate face.) ‘‘He says I’m not 
strong enough; and mother declares she’ll keep me 
home till I’m twenty. Hey! fellows, isn’t ita shame? 
Guess I'll run away, when you fellows go.” 

Tom Bullard, who was whittling out a boat with 
st knife, looked up. The boys all called him 

Ui; 


“You hain’t got spunk enough, Kitty,’’ he remark- 
ed, dr ae “As for me, I hain’t got no one to keer 
what I do, and I’m a-goin’ with Manuel and Jack. If 
my uncle hears of it, guess he’ll be glad to let me 
go. °“T'won’t cost him much. But this runnin’ aw 
ain’t what it’s cracked up to be. What a lammis’ 
the old feller gave me once, for tryin’ it on!” 

Tom Bullard was a Western boy, an orphan, in 
ghare of an uncle, who owned a great ‘‘ranch " in 
Southern Kansas. 

Tom had learned to ride almost before he coul4 
remember, and his greatest trial at school was hgy- 
ing no horse, for, like all boys, he loved a horse, Be 
was rather short, but very broad and sturdy. He 
was a quiet fellow, too; you seldom heard of his 
fighting. But, for all that, he was feared by 
bullies of the school, none of whom liked to med 
with “Plug.” Of course there was a reason for this. 
No boy ever gets feared by a bully without having 
done something to deserve it; and Plug’s reputatiog 
dated from his celebrated battle with “‘ Dutchy.”’ 

Now, ‘‘Dutchy”’ was a big, overgrown lout of a 
boy, of German parents, His real name was Charley 
Alber, and he was in the habit of bullying the 
smaller boys unmercifully, being stronger than they, 
A boy who does that generally turns out to bea 
coward, when he is set on by his equals; and so it 
proved with Charley Alker. 

One day Tom heard a great noise, and found 
“Dutchy ” beating littie Louis Ledoux with a base 
ball bat, while poor ‘‘Kitty’’ was crying bitterly. 
Without a single word, ‘‘Plug” flew at Alker, whe 
was a head taller than himself, snatched the bat 
from him, threw it away, and then ‘sailed inte 
Dutchy,” rough-and-tumble fashion. Before Alker 
knew where he was, the Western lad had him on 
back, and punished him in such style that ‘‘ Dutchy 
was compelled to scraam for mercy. 

That was Tom’s first and last battle, and so badly 
was Alker beaten that he had to be put to bed for@ 
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THE YANKEE RAJAHs or, THE FATE OF THE BLACK SHEREEF. 


BY C. DUNNING CLARK, 


AUTHOR OF “EAGLE EYE,” “MUTE CHTEF,” “‘GRAYLOCK THE GUIDE,” ETOC., ETC., ETC. 















































“GIy IT TO THEM, BOYS!” CRIED THE YOUNG CAPTAIN, ‘REMEMBER THAT YOU FIGHT YOR YOUR LIVES; THE BLACK SHBREEF SPARES NONU.” | 
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RAPIER RAPHAEL: or, THE SWORDSMEN of ZACATECAS. 


BY MAJOR HENRY B. STODDARD, Ex-Scont, 


AUTHOR OF ‘‘NECK-TIE NED,” ‘' PONY, THE COWBOY,” ETC., ETC. 








BUT THAT TERRIBLE BLADE WHISTLED TWISTED, FLASHED IN A HUNDRED DIRECTIONS; I TIPLY AND 
. - 8S; IT SEEMED TO MULT ~ 
BECOME RAPIER, CUTLASS, SWORD AND FALCHION IN ONE, id ges | 
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THE AVENGING Son. 


A ROMANCE OF THE GULF. 


BY COLONEL PRENTISS INGRAHAM, 
AUTHOR OF ‘‘THE OUTLAWED MIDDY,” ‘‘ THE 
HUNTED MIDSHIPMAN,” ‘‘ MERLE, THE 
MIDDY,” ‘‘ LIEUTENANT LEO,” 

ETC., ETC., ETC. 





CHAPTER ‘IL. 
THE TWO SCHOONERS, 
Two vessels were sailing swiftly over the 
be ay of the Gulf ode np ae : Ny GE: = 
_Yhe one was pursued, the other pursuing, and INBTANTLY HE MADE UP HIS MIND, AND SEIZING TRO! Rier 
§$ot and fast, from the stern guns of one and the LAFITTE RAN TO THE BULWARKS AND arava sete Gea sg bs | pg 
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Le rou aay 1 SAY I CAN'T SANT PRODUCE THE BOY!” HE CRIED. ‘‘LOOK FOR YOURSELF; THE BOY I8 HERE! LOOK AND TREMBLE!” 
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BARNEY BLAKE, THE BOY PRIVATEER: 


Or, The Cruise of the Queer Fish. BY HERRICK JOHNSTONE 






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































WITH A LUSTY CHEER THEY BID GOOD-BY TO THE SHIP. 
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A-STRADDLE OF THE BEAST WAS SOMETHING THAT LOOKED LIKE A CROSS BETWEEN A TENDERFOOT YAHOO AND A HOWLIN’ WIT. 


